CHURCH   AND   STATE                           33

'Let him keep his work/ he told Field, 'and do you tell
him I said so I lived in this parish before he came and I'll
be here when he's forgotten9

From then on I hated Green with every fibre of my small
being To him I raised no hat and when he was past I would
even venture on a scowl or grimace And I hated the things
for which he stood, and his menials and the time-servers who
spoke well of him in others* company

But to another story It was only a few months after the
Green affair that word came to my father that Squire Finch
had closed the httle-known track across Illboro heath and
river that made a short cut of miles towards the Harford
turnpike My father was furious, and my mother alarmed

'Why should you worry yourself about that^' she said
'You'll only make more trouble *

'Worry^' My father stared incredulous 'Someone's got
to do somethin, haven't they^*

*I don't see it,* she said in her quiet way 'And if some-
thing does have to be done, why shouldn't someone else do it^
We've suffered enough as it is *

My father's lip curled contemptuously He knew that
those who spoke loudest did least and that even in the Dis-
trict Council were plenty who were in the pockets of the
squires

'Suppose you make enmity now with Squire Finch/ my
mother went on 'Then he'll take Lammas Meadows away
and where shall we be then?>

'Where^' said my father, and glared 'Where we always
were Where we can get a Jiving in spite of squires and every-
body ' His voice rose as it always did when he made his
terse and obstinate confession of faith 'Neither man nor
devil am I feered of What's right is right, and that's that *

The very next morning he put the horse in the cart and
took a man and tools with him to the Illboro track At the
ford the gate was chained and locked as had been reported,
so he removed both chain and padlock, saw the gate moving
properly on its hinges and then snacked it and drove home
Finch had it fastened again, and again, and for weeks though
urgent work had to be set aside, my father cleated the gate
and drove his cart through as a personal satisfaction and a
sign to any chance watcher that the track had always been
public and that so it would remain